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bodiless passed as we entered. There was never
anything in the room which alone could account
for the smell, for it had in it something of the
sofa, which was old and black, and of the lacquered
tea-caddy, within the lid of which was the faint
ghost of a principle indefinably ancient and rare ;
and there was in it, too, something of the shells.
But you could never find where the smell really
came from. I have tried, and know. A recol-
lection of that strange dusky fragrance brings back
the old room on a summer afternoon, so sombre
that the mahogany sideboard had its own reddish
light, so quiet that the clock could be heard
ticking in the next room ; time, you could hear,
going leisurely. There would be a long lath of
sunlight, numberless atoms swimming in it,
slanting from a corner of the window to brighten
a patch of carpet. Two flies would be hovering
under the ceiling. Sometimes they would dart
at a tangent to hover in another place. I used to
wonder what they lived on. You felt secure there,
knowing it was old, but seeing things did not
alter, as though the world were established and
content, desiring ^o new thing. I did not know
that the old house, even then, quiet and still as it